THE    HONEYSUCKLE    AND    THE    BEE

They all sounded likely nags to me; though, like the
ancient, I couldn't help fancying Ailsa Craig, a winner's
name if ever there was one. "Just as Colombo's was/'
I reflected, then remembered that Colombo didn't
win.

I was just wondering whether to sound the landlord
about a flutter, when Aubrey, shouting for another drink,
rejoined me. "Sorry, old man/' he said, "I've been
trying to sell old Bob a pig."

"Don't mention it," I replied, "I've been having a
grand time. I say, is there any racing on to-day?"

"Not that I know of," was his answer, "unless there's
something at Catterick, or Carlisle, or Ayr, or one of
those damned places up north that I never touch."

"Well," I said, putting my hand on his sleeve, "just
listen to those men over there."

We listened. Another man, tall, lean, clad in cap,
keeper's coat, and leggings, had joined them and was
being temporarily called in as arbiter. "What do you
think, Sid?" they asked him.

"If you want to know what I think/' he replied, with
a shrug and lifted eyebrows, "I don't think there's any-
thing to beat Giant Lemon Rocker . . ." (I shrank at
this unorthodox name for horse, mare, colt, filly or
gelding.) "James's Keepings, or Sutton's Improved
Reading."

I couldn't adjust. I turned to Aubrey and stammered:
"What on earth are they talking about?"

Aubrey's face had gone red. His tankard flourished
in the air. His eyes closed, his mouth opened, and
chuckles worthy of Sir Toby Belch rose from the depths
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